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THE     OLD     WORN    OUT    DOOR  STEP  . 


Words  by  Frank  A.Kent. 
Moderato. 
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a 


?j 


MY  HEART  STILL  CLINGS  TO  YOU. 


soM  ANT)  cmnu. 


Words  by  Frank  Dumont. 

Andante. 
% 


PIANO 


i 


i       1    i 


P^ 


^ 


^ 


I.Tho'    years       have   flo\TO     since       you  and        I 

2.  Al  .  though         I      strive       to  think  no       more 


I 


=4=4: 


^P^ 


i 


or 


^ 


f^ 


r^ 


rail. 


^ 


^ 


^ 


g 


W^ 


Jvhif    i) 


^ 


^^ 


Efei 


^^ 


I 


^ 


5 


Bade    eacho.ther   a        last  "goodbye"  It        seems  to    me       but     yes  _   .  _  terday    We 
dream  of    beauti  .  ful       days     of  yore.  Your       im  ..  age  still    re.  .turns       the  same  and 


~f  ^  ■      — # r 
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/T\ 


rail . 


^^ 


i 


E 


a  tempo. 


sad  and     si    _    .   lent      turnd         a  .  vrAj,        The 

lin     -    .  gers  while  I        breathe      your  name.    The 


o  .    -    -    ceansiraTes       can 
lapse  of      time  can 


^5 


^*      ^« 


^i        5~J 


"S^      S 


a 


rail. 


a  tempo. 


m 


^^^^^ 


^ 


^si/ 


^ 


i 


^^ 


not  di  .  Tide  A        love  that  brid    .    _  ges        o  er 


not 


i 


^ 


ef  -  face,         A         sin    _    .  gle     fea    .    _  ture       of 


f^     ^* 


^fi  ^^n 


the    tide,  Like 


your  face> 


^ 


Oh  I 


i=i 


-IT — S 


ti-       \ 


^^ 


^ 


^ 


% 


^ 


r\ 


m 


J- 


?^ 


^ 


^th  .  .eriifloAr.  .  ers    drinh   .ingdew,     My      heart     still  turns      and    cling-s  to    you. 
darl .  -  ing  if         you      on.    .  ly  kne\r    Ho\r      fond       my  heart     stills  clings  to  you. 


Wf 


^=i 


^ 


^^=j 


f 


^m 


^ 


\y 
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CHORUS. 


SOP 


TEN 


ALTO. 


BASS. 


^3 


iS 


^ 


^ 


2 


^ 


£ 


^ 


^m 


i 


It      seems     to     me       but        yes  _   .  ter.day,     Yon         said      Good  Bye''      and 


1!  rir    r  f   m  v   r  r  ^^'ir   p  r    r 


It      seems     to     me       but        yes  .    .  ter.day,     Yon         said      Good  Bye"      and 


J       J-'    I      h 


^^ 


i 


5 


^ 


? 


*  * 


?^f^ 


It       seems     to     me       but        yes  _   .  ter_day,     Yon         said      Good  Bye        and 

XT 


iT — I* 


i 


P-. — P * 


^ 


1: 


±: 


=^^ 


i 

•J 


It      seems     to     me        but        yes.   -  ter.day,    You         said      Good  Bye'       and 

:f:        £         :f     :f        ±         :^ 


^ 


^ 


£ 


I 


I 


2 


£ 


^ 


S 


£ 


E 


^ 


i 


fe 


tf— T 


^^iiii 


ff=t 


p 


^ 


^ 


^:/ 


^^ 


F=S 


rail. 


5 


<'  *    * 


bade  me  stray, The  years  still  find  me     find 
VP  — / 


me  true  My 


heart  Arill  ev  _  er       cling      to    you . 


bade  me  stray  ,The  years  still  find  me     find  me   true  My 

VP /  ^ 


S 


^ 


^ 


i 


£ 


heart \rill  ev.  er       cling      to    you. 
_.    rail.     ir\      _. 


/       7    / 


^}\^'   j    II 


ji     J 


^ 


b  ade  me  stray,The  years  stiU  find  me    fiad    me  true 


*      m 


^ 


^ 


cling      to    you . 


^ 


# * 


^ 


# !»; 


/      7    ;f 


ii 


2 


bade  me  stray  ,The  years  still  find  me    find 


M 0L 


i 


i 


me  true 

0 


■■^ 


I 


m 


/^ 


cling      to    you. 


9-P- 


■» #1 


r 


EE 


m 


4!!635 


PP 


7 


f 


t 


rail. 


^1 


S* 


»:=» 


i     V   i 


/T\ 


^M 


#PBP      <: 


— •" 

/?a/  Segno. 
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^ 


17 


LULLABY,     MY    DARLINGS. 


SONG  AND  REFRAIN. 


Words  by  WM.  H.  GARDNER. 


Music  by  HARRY  J.  BALLOU. 


J 


i=ii#= 


b^^ 


m 


S 


-J— 


:i: 


M 


j:< 


iJ 


*     5» 


^ 


J^ 


SSfefe 


eS 


--^ 


p 


in 


=#t 


* — ^ 


1.  The       lights 

2.  Each         lit 

3.  Then      down 


are         lit  a    -     cross        the      hall ;         I       hear       the      chU  -  dren's 

tie       head  is  bur     -     ied      deep     With  -   in         the      si^ell       of 

the      stairs         sho        soft     -     ly       goes,     Still     think  -  ing       of       each 


I 


W^ 


^^ 


t 


4= 


^ 


^—r 


-m m- 


■m €- 


-« «- 


-« — m 


■^       -^ 


■^  Tt 


■^       *■ 


i 


^ 


1 


-^i-r 


^fe* 


* 


^^^ 


--i=t 


*=t 


^=t 


t=^ 


^ 


s 


rs=t: 


-f9- 


-J^ 


^ 


moth 
ger 
darl 


er        call, 
tie       sleep ; 
ing      rose ; 


"  Oh,  come,  each       lit 

Each   sparkling      eye 

She    whis-pers    "  Pa 


tie     sleep    - 
and     smil    - 
pa, 


come 


y      head.       It 's 
ing     face       Seems 
and     see  Our 


:t 


:1^ 


^ 


■S 


-G>- 


m 


te^ 


-i=i-- 


64,618—3. 


f 


n^^ 


s=^ 


m- 


*=f 


i=f 


:t=t: 
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dar 
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^^ 


^ 


you     all 
ing    with 
ling     lit 


rf 


tfe 


^ 


*=i^ 


^ 


^ 


i 


:^      ^ 


^=1= 


m 


.t^ 


ta 


were    safe  in      bed; "       And      then         they    tod      -     die 

a     heav'n     -     ly     grace;         As        mam     -     ma    looks  u])- 

tle     sleep     -      ere,  three. "        The        fa     -      ther  looks  in 


^ 


"^^m 


4=4=^ 


^ 


^    •    p 


4=4=^ 


-g*- 


up         the    stairs,  And    moth  -  er     hears     them    say     their  prayers;  And    as     the 

on         her   dears,     So       free      from  grief     and    pain        or     fears,  She    soft  -  ly 

lov   -    ing  pride,     Up    -  on       his    loved     ones,  side       by     side,  And  look-ing 


^m 


-^ 


-«s>- 


i 


;^ 


-<&- 


m 


m 


t=i 


:fl 


^^ 


i=* 


■rr 


^ 


^^ 


I 


P? 


fct: 


Ep: 


^mm 


-j±i 


cots  she     lin     -     gers     by, 

sings        the     lul       -     la    -  by, 
up     -    ward    to  the      sky. 


1J=5= 


:|=* 


-i- 


^ 


-&-i- 


She  sings     to      them         this     lul      -     la  -  by. 

And  watch-es      them        with    hap  -     py     eye. 

He    mur-murs    moth    -    er's     lul     -     la  -  by. 


n 


-i=^- 


-^m 


-\=^ 


-^ 


--i=p 


fei 


4=^= 


-=t- 


2^ 


-^T 
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S^ 


-i9-. 


Lul    -    la   -  by,        my    dar 


lings,    sleep    sweet 


ly 


to     -  night, 


sfet 


i^ 


m 


m 


^ 


m 


^ 


ia^i 


■&    li- 


V^ 


rr 


^s^?3 


^** 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


^=F^ 


s 


-lS>-T 


-3^r 


i 


±=^ 


-T«- 


P 


-^(S*- 


Hush  -  a    -  by,    my      ba 


bies,     my      an 


gels     of      light;     . 


P^ 


^ 


#-•- 


t 


4=1 


^ 


^ 


s 


tres. 


rail. 


God 


^ 


J     J  I  J 

9 0 (^ 


3^* 


S^ 


guard  and     keep 


thee,     my    chil 


dren  so       dear. 


i 


^Ek 


t 


3t=lt 


:t= 


:^ 


t 


m 


u 


1=t 


-« — m- 
-m—0r- 


^=t 


w 


■&  ■# 


TT 


^    Ti^ 


J 


-<S-r 


9St 


-<s.- 


Ijg 


=l=t 


-y^ 


-&- 


-»•' 


s« 


_• 


i 


5^ 


^ — py 


^- 


-^S>-i 


Sleep,    my      lit    -  tie       dar 


lings,  there  's  noth 


ing        to       fear. 


^ 


^ 


^ 


fe 


f 


S 


it 


-« — # 


-• — •- 


•i^    ^ 


-• — # 


« — • 


tt 


fr 


-i5»- 


iS 


3 


:i — -• 


3- 


-7^' 
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WHEN    LILIES  BLOOM. 


Song'    7oith  Waltz  Refrain. 


Words  by  W.  Murdoch  Lind. 

L\TRODUCTION. 

Moderate. 


Music  by  R.M.Stult<= 


^ 


^^ 


^^ 


l=t 


V  K 


^-^ 


Pt 


^ 


t 


9- 


4* 


i^ 


i 


^ 


ZjpE 


? 


^ 


i 


f 


^ 


FTf 


W 


Moderate. 


^U  r  fi  '    iM  L'  'I  I     n  I  Hi 


1.  On  _  ly       a       flow'-     ret  pure      and     sweet,  Crushed  by    the     cur   _     tain's 

2.  Flushed  with  sue  _  cess,         but  heart  sore  and     sad,  Af-ter      the     cur    _      tain's 

3.  Yet     onc^    a  _    g-ain  on  the       calm      still     air,  Born  like      a    dreans  to  her 


'^^m 


..^^ 


^ 


^ 


^ 


R — ^ 


? 


i 


¥ 


i 


^ 


^'^  r^  i 


fall, 
fall, 
soul, 


i 


^ 


ife^ 


Si 


^^ 


i 


$ 


^ 


i 


^ 


On  _   ly      a        flow'  _      ret        crushed  at  her        feet , 
Tremb-lingily  in  _     _    to  her        car    _    riag-e    stepped 

Comes  there    a        voice         ev.er      dear,  and    a        pray'r 


^ 


^ 
^ 


^ 


f    i    f 
p    ^    ^ 


^ 


i 


R 
i 


^; 


t 


^ 
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i 


ritard. 


P 


? 


I*        # 


i^ 


^^ 


:2t 


^ 


^ 


^ 


Thrown  by    some     lord    _     ling-   from    his       re   _    treat ,  Moved    by    her       song-'s        blest 

She  with  whom    mul-ti_  tudes     laug-hed       or         wept,  She  who    en  _    tranced        them 

Breathes  she     to       Hea_  ven  from    out     her     de  _      spair,  Just     at      the      clock^s         dull 


i 


^ 


i 


i 


i 


-w 


^ 


Q:,  I;    r 


± 


^ 


^^=^ 


\^   ' 


a  tempo 


f  Mr  r 


^ 


^ 


thrall 

all. 

toll. 


"Fair,  fra  _   grant    11  _  ly,    thy      life  was   too      brief, 
Flow-  ers         of     sweet  _     est      fra-grance  so       rare, 
NoWjfold    _     ed    close   in    her     lost   lov_  er's      arms, 


/TJ  J  iii 


3 


i 


E^B 


P 


fe 


rt<. 


^ 


:;. 


:; 


J^ 


a 


iEE^ 


^-^ 


f 


^ 


O 


r 


f 


i 


^ 


i^ 


P^ 


i 


«- 


^ 1: 


r  r  If  '  r  pir  p 


Yet  will        I     keep  thee"  she  said;  "Bro-ken      art     thou,      like  my  heart  with  its 

Cov_  ered  the   floor  at  her  feet ;         But  heed  _    _     ing*  naug-ht    save  the    li    _    _  ly 

Rests  she,  and   nev_  er  to  part; "While  the  fra.grance  that  spring's  from  the  crush 'd  li  _  ly, 

I  ^ 


i 


i 


i 


m 


^ 


± 


i 


i 


P 


tH 


ii 


J_^ 


lA 


A^ 


^ 


r 


r 


♦   •»■ 


i 


lO 


1  ni 


p 


^m 


^ 


zst 


grief, 
fair, 
charms 


^ 


Crushed,  like  my 
She  sank  on  her 
All      pain    from     her 


* 


love 
cush 
ach 


d^ 


long-         dead'.'. 


P 


<J 


ioned        seat... 
ing-  heart , 


^^ 


\t    t    i 


f 


^^ 
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REFRAIN.  Ttmpo  diValse. 


P'^i-r^ 


1.2.  "When        li  lies  bloom, 

3.  "When       li  lies  bloom, 


^ 


^ 


a     _      mong-      the       g-reen        grass, 
and  flow  _    ers        are  sweet, 


» 


ru 
I'll 


3C 


[^m 


± * 


i 


$ 


i 


^ 


^m 


p 


come     from 
fly      from 


m 


f 


a 
a 


far 
far 


love," 
love."' 


said 
said 


he ; 
he; 


■^ 


^ 


^j 


"And 
And 


our 
thus 


f=r 


[^m 


J=i 


r 


«L-^ 


^ 


i 


souls      shall 
true        to 


for  _    e'er        be 
his      tryst,     ne'er 


r  •    p  I  r 


en  _   twined,"  but  a     _      las! 

to         part      now  we         meet , 


He 
My 


^^ 


[^ 


i 


i 


r^ 


^ 


I 


^ 


ritard. 


m 


^ 


¥^^^ 


?^ 


nev   -      er  re      -       turned 

sweet  _   heart's       re      _       turned 


to 
to 


me , 
me 


=^=^ 


i 


-G- 


9g^ 


i        i 


^^ 


f 


^=^ 
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i 


^ 


f 


"When 
"When 


P* 


m 


i 


li  -    lies 
li    -    lies 


^ 


bloom,  a     _        mong-      the       green      grass, 

bloom,  and  flow,     ers         are         sweet, 

_Q ^ , f f: • ; fi- 

ri  a^  t       im  u  im  \      r^ 


i 


ru 
I'll 


m 


p 


p 


«- 


i 


i 


come     from 
fly      from 


I 


^ 


a   -     far       love," 
a    -     far       love," 


said 
said 


t    r 


he; 
he; 


^ 


* * 


And    our 
And 


m 


JT 


^=» 


^ 


^ 


^ 


^ 


o 


J»J» 


i     J)  J^ 


^ 


1 


souls 
true 
o  • 


shall   for 
to    his 


e'er        be 
tryst,     ne'er 


en 

to 


-« 


twined',' 
part 


but     a 
now  we 


las! 
n^et, 


^ 


pp 


He 
My 


:^ 


"Sr 


^N 


a 


t2: 


im 


-6 


9-^ 


1 


^? 


~r>- 


^^ 


J     > 


r   r  I  r 


^ 


^^ 


m 


ne  _    ver        re 
sweet-  heart's    re 


turned 
turned 


to 
to 


me! 
me! 


* 


iEE^ 


*4 


^ 


r-?* 


«— 


g     ^     i 


la 


9 '-0 


■€>■ 
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WHY    FALL     THESE    TEARS? 


Words  by  WILLIAM    W.  SKAATS. 

Moderate . 


Music  by  HENRY    TUCKER 

:^        ^  ^  C^ 


^'u  J  n 


^ 


a^^ 


mm 


%^ 


■0 4t 


f 


sempre  legato 


■0 — 0- 


-^■ 


^ 


^ 


s 


^ 


&lJj 


i!L 


P 


^ 


=i=« 


i 


con  es press. 


S 


^ 


^ 


♦=^ 


P 


^ 


^^ 


1.  Why    fall  these  tears ,  these  useless  tears?        "V^Tiythrobsiny  long- ing'         hreast  ? 

2.  The  shadows  of  the    coming   night  Rise  higher  on        th»"  wall, 

3.  The    visions  sweet     of    her,whose  heart  Responsive  beat    to  mine, 


^ 


rf^#^ 


^ 


US  p^ 


H 


legato 


'  r  r   r 


^^ 


i^^ 


3 


^ 


cres. 


S 


p 


P 


^ 


Waited    by   the  phan .  toms    of     lost  years,  From  peace   to       wild 
And  seem  to  drown    the     struggling  light  While    mys.tic       voi 
In    the  dead  years ,  bid     grief  de  .  part,     And  chide  that       I 


un  -  rest, 
ces  call  . 
re  -   pine . 


^ 


f 


I 


i 


<-<— < 


immt 


'Www  w\w  w  w  w 

ten . 


p 


I 


If, — r. 
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i 


tempo 


^ 


^ 


Can       I      from  out  the    withered    past  , 
The  lost  ones   of    the    by. gone     hours, 
Then  hope,  oh! heart, for  soon  the      nig'ht 


^ 


n 


^ 


IVought  but  regret    re 
Aad  bid  them  sweetly 
Will  oome,and  with  it 


call?, 
show, 
rest. 


Must  hope,  and  loA^,  and  life    at      last In      one  sad    ru    .     in      fall,. 

That 'mid  sharpthomsbloom'dsweetestflowers        In    days     of    long-       a  .  g"o  , .... 

And  then,  the  morn  \^ith  glowing    light That  wakes  the  spir  -    it     blest, 

tf-. 


^ 


«F 


0  0  0  WW 0  00 


colla  voce 


0        W       0 

•  •  • 

colla  voce 


1 


i 


•nz 


f 


m 


^ 


affettuoso 

0 


ad  Jih. 

b^ 


ritard. 


i 


r^    a  tempo   con  espress 


^ 


g 


^ 


±=w 


Must 
That 
And 


hope, and  love, and  life     at     last In        one    sad    ru 

'mid  sharpthomsbloom'dsweetest  flowers        In       days     of    long 
then,  the  morn  with  glowing    light That    wakes  the  spir 


in 

a 

it 


fall. 
go  . 
blest 


t^ 


±±1 


0       "W       0       "W      0 

colla  voce 


azi 


«:^ 


»fT* 


0 


^m 


ritard.. 


r 


p 


-&■ 


£ 


J~3  n 


r\ 


S 


\ 


Cantabi 


le 


r 


te 


\fv\»r    ^ 
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C  horn  a  .      To  be  used  aff«r  each  rerse  (ad  lib.)  or  the  air  alone,  sunp  (with  the    aecornpaniment)affer  the  last 

Terse    only. 


m 


^ 


Air, 


Alto. 


Tenor. 


Bass. 


i 


r    i^rv^' 


f 


0! 


eyes forget  thy    tears Sad   heart  thy  sorrow      cease  ^ 


m 


FT=3 


i} 


# — 0- 


01  eyes       for  .     get    thy   tears  Sad  heart  thy  sorrow      cease, 


^i^-t-U 


^ 


r  ''f  T    -'r 


O.'eyes      for    -     get    thy  tears  Sad  heart  thy  sorrow      cease, 


V'L't   i    \i 


^ 


w 


s 


^ 


P 


< — « 


^ 


y  y  y  7 


Arrpt:< 


3 


r 


#     # 


#      # 


-i-     ^^ 


^ 


row^  espress. 

0 


ritard. 


few  more     wea  -    ry ,        weary      years,And         then!    e    .    tern  .  al 


peace 


a 


3 


^ 


^ 


z?: 


^ 


0 — 0 


5S 

0    W0    0     0 


O 


11''^  Ul^ 


*— # — *— # 


■i'"#y#'irir?rir 


Sintni:^.  ji  *.  * 


0-0 


0  0 


col  J  a  voce 


2:1:2:1:  Jt 
0  0  0  W  0 


^ 


i 


^ 


% — n 


0      B# 
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Sweet  are  the  .sonss 


Words  by  Ida  Scott  Taylor 
Affettuoso. 


ex  are  tiie  son^s 

that  my  motlier  iias  siing:  me. 


Music  by  H. P. Banks. 


I 


ji  J.J    ,1^ 


¥ 


■V 


^ 


f-f-'-  p  f    p 


ii 


1.  Sweet    aie    the  songs     that  my      mother       has  sung  me, 

2.  Sweet    are    the  songs    that  my      mother       has  sung  me, 
3. .Sweet    are    the  songs     that  my      mother       has  sung  me, 


Soft      was  her  voice      as      it 

''Rob-  in     A-dair"      and   the 

These  have  been  hal    -    low'd  thro' 


w^mm 


m 


i 


=  — =3ti=: ===*== : 


^ 


M 


w 


r^ 


J   J\  i)J    J-- J-'iJ   p  p  f 


fell        on         my  ear; 
"Flow'r       o'      Dumblane" 
rip   -     en  -    ing  years, 


Still        on       my  heart     the  glad      e   .     choes  are  fall -ing, 
"Vale        of       A-vo     -     ca"  and   "Blue     Bells  of  Scotland',' 
Chim  .    ing  like  bells    from    the    gate  .  ways  of    Glo  -  ry. 


P 


5 


m 


^ 


i 


fli  "''  jl 


WfT 


i 


^^ 


^ 


).  jj . 


w 


^ 


s 


^ 


P^ 


These       are  the    mem'.ries  I        cher.ish     mos^  dear.  Now         as       of  old,  in     the 
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Bring  -  ing   me  peace  thro'  my     heartat-hes  and   tears .       Ten    -     der     and  tme        was     the 
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My     path        in   life    is  sad  and    lone  -  ly   now?     Its  eherish'd  hopes  like-vsitherd  leaves   de 
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Words  by    GEO.  COOPER 


Moderato  con  espressione. 
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Music  by  CHAS.  E  .  PRATT 


1.  The  spring  was  dawning',    'Twas  youth's  bright  morning, 

2.  Tho'youth  has   faded,  And   cares      have     shad.ed. 
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sun  -  heamsVVhich  my      ach    -    ing     brow      have      kiss'd. 


dark        their       path  -   way,  They  may       hope       for      light 
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Hark!  I  hear  sweet   voi  -  ces  call     -  iiig,  Call    -   ing     the  poor  wan -d'rer 
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home;Soon   I'll      end   my  rest-less    jour  -  ney,    S>cm    I'll  cease     to      long  -  er     roam. 
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home-    Soon  I'll       end  my  rest- less       jour-ney,    Soon   I'll    cease     to       long-er 
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SUNSHINE  AND    CLOUO. 
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SONG    AND    CHORUS, 
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never      a     day         so    sun.ny 
never      a     g-ar  -    den  growing 
never      a   dream     so    hap.py 


But  a      lit  _  tie  cloud     ap  -  pears 
With     roses  in     ev'  _    ry      plot. 
But  the     wak-ing  makes    us      sad 
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nev-er      a         life  so  happy 

nev-er     a       heart  so         hardened 

uev.  er      a       dream  of  sorrow, 


But  has     had       its      time  of 

But    it       has         one      ten     _      der 
But  the     wak  -  ing    makes         us 
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tears, 
spot , 
g-lad. 
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Yet  the       sun       shines  out  the  brig-hter 

We  have    on  -   Ij^    to     prune  the  bonier 

We  shall    look     some    day  with  wonder 

8 


When   the 
To 
At      the 


^ 


m 


^ 


± 


1 Y 


*       J 


:h 


1^ 


^ 


? 


^ 


-#4 


*  * 


f 


r 


r 


^ 


S 


^ 


* 


^ 


^^m 


^ 


T- 


^ 
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trou .  bles     we  have      had. 


Yet  the  son  shines  out  the 
We  have  on  .  ly  to  prune  the 
W^e  shall      look      some   day        with 
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sun     shines   out      the       brig-hter     When     the       storm,   y      tern,  pest       clears 
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THE    OLD    RED    BARN 


Words  by 
FRANK  DUMONT. 


Music  by 
W.  S.MULLALY. 
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1.  Ive      been 

2.  When      a 


wand'-    ring       to-day         o'er         the     old  old, 

child,      oft  I     playd       in  the     old  red 


farm,       Where     I 
barn,         With    the 
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schoolmates  who  have  long  since  passd  a  -way And  the    friends       of    my  youth        are 
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strangers  now    re  -  side, 
sleep -ing  neath  the  sod, 


Sad    nieni'ries  caused 
Theres      no   one    here 


the   bit-ter     tears 
to    welcome    me 
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CHORUS 
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GOOD    BYE,    MY    LITTLE     LADY 

"The  boats  are  pushing'  from  the  shore." 


Words  by   M.C.J, 


Music  by  J.  C.Macy, 
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1.  The    boats  are  push  .    in§^   from     the  shore,  Good     bye,        my    lit  .  tie      la  -  dy  I  Wth 

3.  The      oars  are    flash  -  ing-    o'er     the  blue,    And       on  the  shore  s/ie    lin.gers;  I 
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see     her  wave  a 
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fond       a-dieu,      Mlih     white 
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see  our    co  .  lore     danc  .  ing,        Where     sun      .       lit  waves  are     glancing,         A 

wayl  our  stroke  is      stead   -   yl  We've     gained         the  lead     &1  .   rea  -  dyl  My 
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fond       "a-dieu"       I'll         say         to  you,        My         la     -     -     dy      true      and       fairl 
la  -    dy's  eyes       shall        see        the  prize ,     The        prize ^  my     lads,    we'll      win! 
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CHORUS,  ad  lib. 
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bye,     goodbye, 


gain  well  meet ;        So      here's         fare -well,  my       la  -  dy  ! 
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WHEN  WILL  MY  BOY  COME  BACKTO  ME'.' 


SONG   AND  CHORUS. 


"Words    by 
GEORGE    COOPER. 


Music    by 
CHARLES   E.  PRITT. 
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1.  My  heart  is    lone  and      wea    .      ry,     In      tears    I  count      the      hours; This 

2.  I        can.  not     husli    my  weep    .      iiij^,       I        watcli    for    hiin         eacli        day; 0, 
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world  is    dark    and       drea    -     ry,    There  bloom  for   me       no  flowers.  My 
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dar.ling    one      to         bless       me    And    soothe    my  wea  .  ry         pain! 
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darling-     one,       my      dearest,        These  eyes     no  more     may       see! TheyVe 

lit  .    tie     play  -  thing^s    round   me  1  g^aze     on         in         des    .     pair; And 

skies    a  .  bove    grow  brighter,  That      long-  were    o    .   ver   .   cast; And 
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Oh!  must      I    lin-  g"er      in 
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Heav'n     Oh  hear  my       ear.  nest  prayr;_  When  will     my  hoy  come  hack      to     me! 
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SADIE    THE    FLOWER    OF    THE    DELL- 

SONG    and  CHORUS. 

Words  by  FRANCIS  KAY.  Music  by  FR.  KENYON   JONES. 
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"the  roses  have  come  again" 


CSONG   AND  CHORUS.) 


BY  O.W.  SCHAEFFKR. 
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VISIONS    OF  TWILIGHT. 


Words  by  GEO.  COOPER 


Music  by    J.K.Van  SLYKE 


Andante  cantabile. 
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There  Are   Strangers  On  The  Old  Farm! 


Companion  to  "Down  onthePlarm! 


Allegro  moderato. 


Words  and  Music  byJ.P.Skelly. 
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THE    KETTLE    ON  THE  CRANE. 


Words  by  J.  L.  Lyall. 


Music  by  Chas. E.Boyd. 

director  of  music  in  schools  of  Waltii^n  aiid  BelmnnVMass 
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near,  the  wait-  in^  ta  -  ble  stands, spread  bonn  -  ti  -  ful  and  plain, 
face  prows  sweet  and    ten  -  der      as      the         past    comes  back    a     .  g-ain , 
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I  see  the  children  oaper,as  with  ^leefnl  Ian jrh  and  call. 
They  watch  the  werd-like  pictures  of  the  shadows  on  the  wall, 
AnA  hear  the  baby  cooing  to  the  mother's  low  refrain  , 
That  follows  the  soft  music  of  the  kettle  on  the  crane. 

CHORUS. 

5. 

And, ere  the  eVenin^  hour  is  done, with  liii^erin^  step  and  slow 
A  youth  and  smiling-  maiden  come, and  in  the  embers'' ^low 
They  read  the  future's  story,  and  they  see  a  wedding:  train  , 
And  bells  chime  with  the  sinking-  of  the  kettle  on  the  crane. 

CHORUS. 

6. 

The  precious  old-time  memories,they  hold  me  like  a  spell  _ 
The  clock  upon  the  mantel, where  I  learned  the  time  to  tell  -, 
The  simple, homely  furniture, the  keepsakes  few  and  plain. 
And  the  murmuring-  of  the  kettle   as  it  hung-  upon  the  crane. 

CHORUS. 

7. 
Oh! there's  bliss  supreme  in  home, when  its  joys  are  pure  and  sweet, 
And  life's  most  sacred  memories  around  the  hearthstone  meet, 
And  the  tenderest  thoughts  and  saddest  ones  come  borne  upon  the  strain 
Of  the  singring^  of  the  kettle  as  it  hung:  Bpon  the  crane. 
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Andante  moderato. 


Words  and  Music*  by  Charlie  Astin, 


con  espressione 
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I.neiz     Ro-vi-na      my  heart  now  is     treak  .ing^     IVothing'  but    sorrow    and  sad.ness  I       see. 
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Tenor. 


I  -  nez     Ro-vi.na      my  heart  now  is      break- ing;      Nothing  but    sorrow     and  sad.ness  I       see. 
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I -nez     Ro-vi-na     my  heart  now  is      break,  ing     Nothing-  but   sorrow     and   sad-ness  I      see. 
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Yes  love, -with  -  out  thee      I      can-not  be       hap-py.  I-nez     my      dar-Iing-,  I       love    on  -  ly     thee. 
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Yes  love,  with-  out  thee      I      can -not    be       hap.py. 


I  -  nez    my      dar-Ung,  I       love    on  .  ly     thee 
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Yes  love,  wth- out  thee      I      can-not   be       hap.py. 


^ 


I-nez     my      dar-liiig-,   I       loA^e    on .  ly     thee. 


^ 


# P — P- 


m 


^ 


^^ 


^ 


-f=z1Xf- 


^ 


# — d 


d     d  '     d 


d  'X  a 


Yes  love,  with- out  thee      I      can- not  be       hap.py.  I-nez     my     dar.llng,  I       love    on .  ly     thee. 
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LITTLE  BRIGHT  EYES,  WILL  YOU  MISS  ME? 


SOIfGandCHORrS. 


Words  hy  JOHN  T.  RUTLEDGE 


Cantabile. 


Music  by   H.  P.  DANKS 
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tie briglitejTS  will  you  miss  me, 
tlebriftiiteyes  do  not  doubt  me, 
tie  bright  ej-es  will  you  write       me , 


When 
I'll 
Just 


across  the  seas  I      roam? 
be  loving^  still  to     thee, 
a  line  or  two  to     cheer, 
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my  darling?  sweetly    kiss         me 
the  flowVs  that  bloom  a  -  bout         me , 
your  missives  will  de  -  lip^ht       me, 


Ere        I  leave  mydear  old   home. 
Prom-iseyoull  be  true    to      me. 
Make    me  feel  that  you  are    near^ 
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Tell        me    trn-ly  thatyon  love  me, 
I'll  be  thinking  of  yon    ev-er, 

Now       the  stars  are  brightly  beaminp:, 


Place  yonr  llt-tlehand  in  mine, 
And  the  tie  that  makes  yon  mine, 
And       the  sky      is    all      a  -  glow, 


3 


^ 


^ 


m 


~w    z: 


F2 


ii:<r: 


^ 


3 


azztzizazzit 


i 


i 


fe 


^^ 


-CS 


^^ 


!»: 1^ 


% 


7- 


^ 


<» r 


By 

And 
And 


the  shining  stars  a-bove  me, 
no    otherheart  shall  sever, 
the  moon  is  softly   gleaming, 


Lit  -  tie  darling  I  am  thine. 
Sweet  brishteyes  my  heart  from  thine 
tiit     -      tie  darling  I    must      go. 
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Little  bright  eyes,  will     you      miss  me  wU  yon  miss  me,  Wll  you  dream  sweet  dreams  of 
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me,sweet  dreams  of  me , 


Come  my  darline:,  sweet  -  ly  kissme,sweetly    kiss      me. 
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YOU  GAVE  IT  ME  LONG  YEARS  AGO. 


CoMi'OSED    BY 


^ 


Aiidcintino 
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gave        it     me      long-     years       a_go        In  sha.dowy     ev  -    en      time,  ^\Tiile 

life        was    at       its       blith .   est  then,  The      world  ne'er  seem'd    to      change.  The 

part  .    ed  then    long   months     a .  go     With       not       a      sign      to      tell  That 
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clouds  stole  round  the  mountains  brow  And  bells  rang  out  a  chime; 
sweet  -  est  sto  -  ry  love  can  tell  Was  told  a  -  gain  that  night; 
once,         in    far       off       hap  -    py  days   We      two    had    loved       so      well; 
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flowrs  were  list'.ning-       at       our  feet.     The  trees  stoop'd  from     a    -  bove, 

ohi       how  oft  -  en        when      a-lone      I've  kissedmy     vio  -  let  blue, 

part  -  ed   with     a         few    cold  words,  We  two,     who    oft       had  said 
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said       this  flowr  would    say       to       me         All  that      my    Heart      says,     love. 

said,      e'en     as  I  keep     my    flowr       So  will      my     love  be       true. 

all        the  world  should  come     be.tween      That        love  which     now       is        dead. 
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You    gave      it    me      long    years    a  .  go         In       sha.dowy     ev  .  en      time.      While 
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chime,and bells  rang- out a   chime,andbells rang  out a     chime,      a        chime. 
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SWEET    FORGET-ME-NOT. 


Words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Newcomb. 
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like        a      maid _  en         that      I      loved,       It       was     my      hap  _  py        lot, 
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ANGEL  OF  MY  DREAMS. 


Song  and  Chorns  for  Male  Voices. 


By  Will  S.Hays. 
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1.  Thou  whom  my  heart  can  love;  a.lone,  It  is  to  thee  I  sing-; 
8.  When  first  I  saw  thy  beau.teous  face  So  young" and  yet  so  fair;. 
3.  Thou   whom     I     love      so        fond      so  true      How  hap-py     I         would    be 
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I    was     loved     or 


as  mine  own,  To 
1  could  trace  All 
on  -     ly  knew,     You 


thee  my  love  would  bring*, 
that  was  love  _  ly  there, 
had      one  thought  for       me. 


If 

My 

My 


^'ii'J.JJ'J|. 


^ 


t^ 


f^Ft 


i^    *  i^  ^ 


-r     w 


^ 


u 


^ 


^~t^ 


Copyright  MDCCCLXX  by  J.L.Peters. 


5«02»-3 


i 


^ 


89 


^ 


^ 


^ 


if.,— 


^ 


-«*- 


but       those  soft   blue      eyes     of      thine ,    Would     on  _  _    ly  shed    their      beams 
heart         unbarr'd    its  ev  _  'ry      door      And      let  in  love's  soft      g-leams 

heart        with   all      its        love     is      thine,     How   strang-e    yet  true     it  seems 


^ 


A_ 

Un- 
To 


i 


affrettando 


f  pir  T 


cross 

til 

love 


this  lone 
for  thee 
thee  is 


f     F  f    f 


ly    path      of       mine,  Sweet  an    _     gel  of 
it     held      no       more   Sweet  an    _     g«l    of 


r> 


^^•^  jJI 


^^=«: 


**^ 


<-• 


Cfl//ff  poc^   e  erese. 


fc|:,    fi 


O 


my    dreams , 
my    dreams , 


a   fault      of      mine    Sweet   an    _     gel    of  my    dreams , 


-■-^t-" ■ -—A 


t^ 


E 


A- 

Un  . 
To 


^ 


fe 


i 


Pf,  f  j'lf  fg^^ 


cross       this  lone  _  ly  path 

til  for  thee     it  held 

love  thee  is         a  fault 


of  mine,    Sweet  an  _    _    gel     of  my    dreams, 

no  more      Sweet  an  _    _    gel    of  my    dreams, 

of  mine,     Sweet  an  _   _   gel      of  my    dreams. 


^"Hii'iiU 


*  i 


w       r 


=  ^ 


1^ 


yri    v^i 


fn 


^ 


56039- 3 


90 


Air. 


Tenor  II. 


Baritone. 
Bass. 


CHORUS,  For  Male  Voices. 


rr  \n  ^  II 


i 


cresc. 

0 — 


rit. 


^ 


S 


^ 


Sweet     an.g-el,  sweet    an_g-el  ,  Sweet        an  _    g-el    of     my    dreams;  To 


-ff  i  \i  ri^  ^  \i  p^  ^, p^^^ 


p — ^ 


i 


p 


Sweet  an.  g-el,  sweet  an.gel, Sweet  an  .  g-el    of    my    dreams;  To 

^  _  or  esc.  ,   rit 


n 


i  rM  p 


-#-^ 


?^P 


tA 


P 


^m 


f^'^ 


f 


# 


J. 


ft/-    ji 


^ 


! 


* 


cresc. 


J-    >.J    J 


=5 


^-       * 


r*t< 


5^ 


T:i 


^i 


T^ 


^ 


O 


r  P  P  f^^r-  "p  r  '-^ 


^ 


^-j- 


love        thee    is         a  fault        of   mine,       Sweet     an   _     g-el    of        my         dreams. 


'■  ^'  p  »r  r  I  r'    r  ^-   ^'^  -' 


p^ 


m 


zOi 


love        thee    is        a         fault  of  mine,      Sweet    an  _     gel     of        my  dreams. 


^^m 


W 


m 


J 


m 


w 


<f«w. 


!'■   ^  J-  J I  r-  p  r  [^ 


^^^ 


? 


t 


I 


^ 


o 


^ 


v:; 


-1©- 


-G 


-1^ 


.•56039-3 


91 


To  the 
Hon.    Henry    S.De  Beroise 


THE    SONGS    MY    MOTHER    LOVEO   TO  SING 


Words  and   Music  by 

GUS    PHILLIPS.  (Oofty  Gooft) 


Arranged   by  W.S.MULLALY. 

San  Francisco  Minstrels. 
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Years, long' years  seem     hut        a   dream;  Still       I      hear    my     mothers        voice 
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Childhoods  days     to        me       so  dear, 
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2. 
Those  sweet   and  simple  little  songs, 
Songs   I  loved  so  well  to  hear  ; 
How  they'd   heal  my  childish  wrongs, 
How  they'd  seem  to  please  and  cheer, 
Songs   in   memory  buried      deep. 
Songs  that  oft  put  me  to  rest, 
Songs  that  closed  my  eyes  in  sleep 
Lying  on    my   mother's   breast , 
ChoniH:  Childhoods  days   &c. 

3, 
Every  simple  little    strain  ^ 
Calls  to  mind  some  happy   scene; 
Brings  up  childhood's  days   again, 
Days  to  me  yet  fresh  and  green. 
Better  far  than  glittering  gold, 
Greater  far  than  crown    of  king. 
Dearer  far  than  wealth  untold  ; 
The  songs  my  mof her  loved  to  sin^. 
Chorus:  Childhoods  days   &c. 
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Oh,    the     birds  have  flown      a  -  way. 
Oh,  'twas  when      a       child     at     home, 


and      the  flow'rs  have  died  and    with-er'd,  And       the 
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list    -    en'd     to         the       sweet      songs  she       would       sing, 
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I  could  hear  those  bells,  those  sad  sweet  bells, Twas  mo -sir   sad        to     me;  I  could 
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I  could  hear  those  bells,  those  sad  sweet  beUs'Twas  mu-sic    sad       to    me;  I  could 
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hear    those  bells,      those  tire  -  less   bells.    Those    si^ .  nal    bells  at     sea. 
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hear  those     bells,     those  tire  -  less   bells,      Those  siff  .  nal     bells  at       sea. 
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MANY  A  TIME  AND  OFT. 


Words  by  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 
Modcrato. 


VOICE  . 


PIANO 
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m 


Music  by  VICTOR. 
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^■•^nqi'^i'i  l^rfri^rfr,  I 


Contralto  Solo. 


^ 


i 


^ 


J^'  ^^  I  * 


n  J    ^'j) 


t=f=L£^ 


£  :f    ■« 
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day  is  done      and    the    stars     shine        out         a      .      .   loft 

chimes      are       still       and    the    voices     of   the  crowd      are  soft 


^ 


I 

Mv 
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ingr  fire  a      .     lone 

at  their    owTi       wild        will 
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sit  by    the  fail 

thoughts  wander    on 


and        think 
and  my    tears 


of    the  years     that    are 
fall  fast        and  my 
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a  tempo. 
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past    and      gone Ma    .   ny  a  time     and  oft 

heart      is       chill   Ma    -    ny  a  time      and  oft 
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I         dream     of    that         ril 

I        dream     of    the  hopes 

PP 


lage       hy the  sea 

all         fad   .  ed       and       fled 
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S 


^ 


* r 
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I         dream     of     that 
I        dream     of    the 
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P 
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J  \^'U 


dream     of     that         seat      by      the       trj-s     .       .    ting       tree 
vow    that      is         bro    .   ken     and      shaft   that        is       sped 


F)  #,    I    W^ 
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And  of      one    who       Tuill 
Of  one       to       whom 
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dream     of    that        seat      by      the      trys    .       .    ting       tree  And  of 

vow    that      is        l>ro    .  ken     and      shaft  that        is      sped Of 
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ne    -  ver     come    back to        me Ah!      many 

for        e    .    ver       am      dead Ai!       many 
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time 
time 
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oft. 
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ne  -  ver     come    back  to         me  Ah!      many  a         time  and 

I  for        e   .    ver       am       dead  Ah!      many  a  time  and 
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Dedi<rate  d    to 

T.OIIIS     K,  GILBERT,    Esq. 

Cincinnati,  Ohio. 


WE   SAT  BENEATH    THE  MAPLE  ON    THE    HILL. 


SONG   AND   CHORUS. 


Moderato. 


GVSSIE   L.  DAVIS. 
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dolce. 


Fed 
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Fed 


Fed 


Fed^ 
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^^P 
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1.  Near      a  qui  —   et      court  —  try  vil  —  lage    grows         a 

2.  Dont     for   —   get         me      lit    —     tie  dar-ling     mhen  they've 


te 


^ 


*=* 


mfT-n 


[^."^M'  I'  J  ^^iJ'J'  „jj  )  J.  i 


<    h  ll 


^ 


nui-ple  on    tJie   hill,      There  I    sat  with  my  Jennet  -ta   long      a  -  go  .  niien  the 

laid  m^  down  to  rest,     Tis      a     lit— tie  wish.Vh    darling  grant  I    crave.  When  you 


^^^M^?"^ 


15= 


^ 


i 


^ 


w^m 
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I  "1  '•«    K 


,  .   .   »   .  .^  Ji  1.^  I)  ,-^^-^ 


t=i: 


^      ^       y       '       * 


iF 


stars  are    shin-ing    bright-ly    and     ue         heard  the  whippoor-uill.         Then    ite 
lin-ger    there    in       sad  —  ness  Ihink-ing       darl-ing     of       the    past,  Let     your 


mj  M  •  ^  ^'  ^  I 


^ 


voued   to      love     each       oth    —    er  ev    -    er  more- 

tears  kiss       the       flov-ers  on         my  grave. 


Iff    would 
I      will 


w 
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m 


\^ 


i 


im  J'  J'  H  ^  \  ''  n  ^xi^=J 


3 


a 


^=^ 


siny  /oi'e  songs  to-geth  -    er    uhen    the      birds  had  gone  to    rest,  And  wovld 

soon    be   with     the     An  -  gels      on      thai    bright  and  peaceful  shore  E    -    ven 
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/     .'H      -r- 
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lis—  ten  to         the       mur  —  murs    of  the  rill  — 

now     I  hear     them      com  —  ing      o^er        the  rill . 
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So      good 
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/^ 
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^ 


fold  my  arms      a  —  round  her,    lay     my         head    vp—on     her      breast,    When  we 
bye     my       lit  —fie      darl  —  tng,   for     my  time     has    come     to      go,  I     must 


:5h^ 


^ 


^ 


S5=^ 


-7- 


-t^ — 0- 


¥ 


^ 


3t 


sat  be  —  neath     the  ma    —    pie  on         the  hill, 

leave     you        and     the  ma    —    pie  on         the  hill. 


CHORUS. 


Alto. 


Tenor. 


Bass. 
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r^^i'  J'  J'  )  J  ^^ 


We   are    getting   old  and       fee—ble,  yet      the      stars  are  shining  bright, And  we 
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We  are     getting  old  and      fee—ble,  yet      the      stars  are  shining  bright,  And  tte 
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t 


J^ 
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^^M'  ^i  }  j'  1'   lij     ^  ij'H'  M  ?  M  ^^  -^ 


listen     to    the   murmur   of     the     rill.  Will  you  aluays  love  me  darling,  as  you 


f-M'J'^i  !'  1\  .Mj     '  ijij  i-^^ 
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II''',     I  r     ,   Ml'        ^V  ^  ^^^N=4 


listen    to  the   murmur   of      the     rill.  Will  you  always  love  m*  darling,  as  you 
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i= 


^ 


ix 


IsiJ: 


1,1^ 


^^ 


^ 


-li: 


=*=je 


1^ 


^ 


fe)  J'  J'  J'  ?    -^  h)  i',j^  f  ^  Hr^Mm 


m 


did   those    star  -  y       nights  When  ue    sat  be-neath  the  ma -pie      on  the     hill. 
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did  those    star  -  y       nights  When  ue    sat  be-neath  the  ma -pie       on  the      hill. 
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THE  BVB  IS  IN  BLOOM,  CENEYIEYE. 


Wurds  and  Music  by 


-* *— 
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Dr.   T.W.  KEiNNY. 
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is         in       hiiiom,   Cien    -  e    -  vieve,  and     ilie 
2.  That        dark       bril -liant    curl  will  whi-'tf'n,  sweet 

3Aet  for        all,       Gen  -  e     -  vieve,     tho'    this     world  may       de   - 


t 
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song 

girl 

reive. 
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P  i      Ji-'il).  p  r  If    li 
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Of      the       !iiglit  -  in  -gale         springs  itoui-the  spray; 

Those  beau  -  tl    -  ful  eyes    will    grow  dim, 

.■\nd     our       hope      in     its  pro-ml-ses  fail. 
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Kor 
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rose 
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stir 
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that      is  fair 
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Z^=u 


^ 


# 


and    the       led 
melts  in 

one  war 
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hei'iies        burn-       But  these,      Gen  -  e 

to     the       air  Like   the       gold    nn  the 
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is  a  drfiini,  Gpii     -     e     -     vit'Vf , 

eiis       (Ic      -     (line,  and        the         stai's 
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Kor     Life,        (.ien    -  e    -vieve,         is        a'     diean,     tien  -e  -vieve,        A  hlossom     that 

C^(l^lIs,  Yes,      Heaven  a      -    lone.      Gen-  e  -  vieve.         is     <  iiv     own,         H    we        win     it        by 
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-r'h  r     ^ 


3Z: 


^ — Tm^ 


f^ 


^^ 


!=|[ 


^ 


i 


-^-^iHi 


-if-^ 


« — < 


s=s 


^ 


4 4 


^-^ 


•    *    4 


^ 


m 


Jt s_ 


: 


^t 


in 


-# — ^ 


-# — #- 


U- 


— I — 


•  1-4. 


112 


Only  to  See  Her  Face  Again. 


Words  and  Music  by  JAMES  E.  STEWART,     p^ 

Moderalo.  y^  # 
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1.  On    -    ly    to  see  her     face  a -gain, 

2.  On   -   ly    to  see  her     face  a -gain, 


« ^ 


^^ 


On  -    ly      to  hear         her     speak. 
Fair      aa    thfe  stars  a    -    bove. 
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On 
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to  hear 


i 
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■ther  smile 
one     lit 
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once  more,  . 
tie     word,  . 


^ 


fTl~n7i 


-4 


N^ 


On   -    ly      to  hear         her    speak ; 
On  -    ly     one  word         of    love  ; 
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She   was     as  fair  as  a     -     ny  flow'r,  Full 

Sad  was   the  night     when  we  part       -      ed,  Down 


of    beau  -  ty    and  of      grace, 
by    the    old  tryst-ing    place. 


g 


ffil 


rit. 
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One     lit  -  tie  wish      is  all         I        ask, 

Where   last  we  kissed  our      sad      fare  -  well, 


On  -     ly    to  see 
On  -     ly    to  see 


her     face, 
her     face. 
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r'\f~mz~ 


^ 


1 \£,        */t<&_ 


^^ 


^ 


=C=^- 


On    -     ly  to     see 
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On    -    ly         to     see 
Bass.  i 


her       face         a    -    gain, 


Full  of     beau  -  ty      and      of 


^ 


^=F=^^ 


^ 


Piano  oe  Organ, 


-^ 


:^==fii 


t=i 


mz  a  tempo. 


tv 


k 


-^ 


j=^=g 


9S 


-'r^—'^ 

i         i        i 


03. 


i 


m! 


rit. 


5S 


iS* ^ 


? 


?1TTni 


£EEfE 


i 


grace; 


One      lit -tie  wish      is        all        I  ask,  On    -  ly     to     see        her        face. 


s 


S 


m 


-m — 0- 


^=^ 


mf 


■^  -!sr      •# 


m 


si 


rit. 


ruimji 


bk 


^ 


i^ 


grace: 


One     lit  -  tie  wish     is         all        I        ask,  On    -  ly     to     see       her        face. 


d^ 


^^l 


m 


^^^^ 


T~"g~t 


-^ 


^=^ 


:|^ 


m 


XJT 


i^feS 


'M 


^^ 


fefe 


fe^^^ 


-« — «~ 


:J=J: 


U— V— i 


3EEJ 


UJN- 


;fc=tfc^^ 


0 — 0. 


ONLY  TO  SEE   HEB  FACE   AUAIN.     66,027—3 


*± 


* 


i 


% 


T 


S 


^r=3= 


-e*^ 


?:     * 


3=$i 
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FLOATING  DOWN  THE  SILENT  STREAM. 


Words   and  Music  by 
Con   espress. 


I 


h 


s 


CHA.S,  H.  GABRIEL., 


i 


m 


-6 


^ 


^ 


»     J» 


ft;#bf: 


s 


»— »  #    »— » 


■^-4- 


i 


^ 


i 


-« 


5 


I 


m 


t — s— f — ff— fi 

» » 9 9 9- 


■^     ±    ^     ± 


* 9 ^ 9 9 ^ 


# It 


:f= 


m 


? 


I 


E 


? 


^ 


£ 


^^ 


^ 


Float -in^  down 
Wild-ly      beat 
Bri^h-ly      beams 


^ft 


fhe 

the 

the     bea-coii 


si     -  lent    stream  , 
roll  -  in^    waves , 
li^ht 


Out  -  ward      to 
Bright      the      lu 
On        that  fair 


the  boundless 
rid  lloht'nino's 
but    dis  -  tant 


^ 


i 


I 


-^"F 


^tlfc 


g 


i 


« 


^^ 


E 


p  p  I  r 


deep, 
f^lare, 
shore , 


i 


We  are  pass 
But  the  tern 
How      it  cheers 


-   in^like        a  dream 

-  pest    we     must      brave, 
our  wea  -  ried       slight  , 


-- 


^ 


O'er     the 
If       we 

As         it 


-^ 


-^ 


fJ 
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t 


*  • 

waves 
reach 


we       on  -ward     sweep  ; 
yon^oal      so       fair; 
ens  more    and     more; 


Down  the 
Oer  the 
Soon  we'll 


S  I 

rocks 
reach 


^ 


$ 


lent  stream  of 
andhreak  -  ers 
the    lon^  som>ht 


nr. 


m 


^ 


^ 


s 


'7N 


^ 


time, 
hi^h, 
goal. 


m 


We        are      float 
Trembling  -    ly 
And  with        all 


ing,float-ing  on, 
no  look  be  -  fore, 
the   ran-som'd  fend , 


"^ 


From  a 
To     the 
Each  shall 


^ 


^¥=f 


w 


ad  lib 


» r 


&^. 


a  tempo 


^m 


M'  P I  r 


E 


^^ 


dark 

prom 

stand 


andstormy       climb, 
ised  by     and       by, 
a    ran-som'd   soul. 


To        a  land 

Ov    -  fr  on 

In      that     bright 


of  bliss  and  song, 
thatgold-en  shore 
and  hap  -  \>y       land . 


E 


=^ 


^ 


^=^ 


-^ 


^ 


rt=f=f 


•9   -w    -$ 


^ 


^ 


;^ 


^ 


^ 


3: 
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CHORUS. 


TEN. 


AliTO. 


SOP. 


BASS. 


/'/'/'J'j)]^^^ 


inr 


*    #    •    p,    # 


VS-V  p  fi  ija 


* — if—if- 


tei 


Floatin^^f ioatin^,float  ing  onwe  ^Mde,  Onward,rtovmtoward,toward  the  deep 


5 


I 


W 


r      JJ^ 


Floating,  float     -      in^.on  we   ^lide,  Onward,down  toward  the  deep.  Yetwe 


^ 


S 


^^ 


^ 


Floating, floatin^,floatin^  on  we  glide,  Onwapd,down  toward,to-ward  the  deep 


S 


r=s: 


r^  h  h  h 


0 — # — # 


^ 


^5 


#— * 


^^=T 


M « C « tfJ «_, « p    # , 

FP  1^  P  f'  P  I  ^'  i^^  ^     '-=     I 


-^ 


i 


i^ 


^ 


-*^ 


^ 


^ 


J  '^i 


5*5 


as 


:^±z5: 


-^g 


i^ 


i 


1'  J'  J'  J'  ;■  J-  jiT?^^ 


J'  J'  J'  IJ!    ill^ 


Ye(    we      in    ourljord,nur  Lord  confide, 


He   our  souls  from  harm  will  keep. 


^H^ — ^^ 


i 


i 


5^5 


^3Ei 


m 


our  Lord  con  -  fide. 


He    our     souls 


fromharmwill   keep. 


^ 


^^ 


i 


^^ 


^^ 


Yet    we     in  ourLord,our  Lord  confide 


j'^  /' ;'  J 


X,      K 


^ 


^ 


He  our  souls  from  harm  will   keep . 


^ 


# 9 9 P P-^ * 


P    P    P    P    P    P 


<i # 


tt 
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To  JOHN  0   PARKER. 


THE    OLD    CUCKOO    CLOCK    THAT    HANGS    UPON    THE    WALL 


Words  and  Music  by  J .  W.  Wheeler. 


i 


*3: 


^ 


f 


^ 


^ 


^ 


#^-* 


? 


1.  I'm      think  -     ing-      a -gain 

2.  When      seat     -     ed       at    eve 

3 .  The       cue  -    koo     each  honr 


TT ■ — 0    tf^  hJ 


of     my      childhoods  hap  -     py     hours ,  Of 

ning-   be  -    fore  the      o    .     pen    grate,  While 

peeped  from     ont     its      lit    _    tie      door,  And 


I 


-^ 


« — a 


^ 


tw 


ww~^ 


m 


\^h 


32= 


22= 


=P= 


^ 


f 


r 


i 


m 


^ 


^^ 


^^¥ 


-$ 

treas       .         ures      and      trinh  -  ets , 

peace        -        ful  -     ly       pass  -    ing, 

woke  me      from     slum  -  bring, 


of  rel     -     ics       laid  a. -way. 

the  qui    -     et        hours  a-\*ay. 

my  long     sweet    rev  -     -    er  -  ie . 


Of 

And 

I'd 


^P^ 


m 


m 


•rr 


E 


^ 


^ 


scenes 

lulled 

list 


I 


«=? 


of       my       boy  .  hood 
by        its       mu    .    sic 
to         its     notes      as 


a 

the 
I 


round 

tick  - 
heard 


the 
ing 
it 


dear 

on 

pipe 


old  home, 
the    wall, 
the   hour , 


5 


i 


i 


Where 
I 

And 


m 


w^ 


w 


f 


F 


Wi 


m 


w 


HS- 


o 


Copyright  MDCCCLXXXV  by  O.Ditson  (J- Co. 


.>095«.3. 


119 


¥^  p  r  r 


s 


4'       Y 


p  r  r- ' 


^ 


5 


^ 


f  p  r    r 


friends    of  stweet  mem.  o  -  rj-      so       oft  -  en    loved    to  stray, 
fan  -  cied       I    heard  the     old    clock  speak  to     me      and  say, 
heard  the     old     kitchen    clock  still    tick  -  ing   out     for  me , 


But    dear  -    er      than  all 
Ah  I  \*here      are     the  fa 


For     ma 


ii 
( 


*= 


ny       a 


a  year 


Y 


is         the 

ces       that 

I      would 


^ 


^ 


I  t 


^=^tt 


^0*     ^ 


3: 


i^ 


fe 


i 


i 


^ 


s 


E 


^ 


^ 


^ 


old 

once 

hear 


fa 
"we 
the 


mil 

used 

same 


iar  sound, 
to    see, 
cue .  koo , 


The        old  cue  -    kpo      clock     with 

TLe        fa  -  ces         of         dear     ones 

And       friends  long      de   .    par   .    ted 


m 


its 
we 
have 


f 


f 


^ 


t         t 


m 


i 


i 


m 


s 


^ 


p 


1^ — ^ 

ones      that    wound      it 
ther      sweet      sis    .    ter 
old      home        treas.  ures 


mer  .  ry 

loved   so 
heard   its 


tick 

well 

tick 


m 


and  call, 
to    know, 
and  call, 


The 

Kind 

Of 


-~9 

loved 
fa 
all 


^^ 


so 

and 

I 


m 


f 


w^ 


K   1* 


ZEU 


^ 


^^ 


i 


^m 


^ 


f-      PT 


? 


^ 


faith .  fill  .  ly      for  years , 
gen.  tie     mo  .  ther   dear, 
love  most  dear   and  true, 


Have    gone       but  the    cuckoo 

With     hands     fee-  bly    tremiding 

My      old    friend  the    cue  .  koo 


clock  still       hangs  up  .  on         the\»all. 

as       they    Mound  me     long        a-go- 

clock  that      hangs  up  .  on         the  wall , 
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chorus. 


*E 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


^^ 


-r-m 


Sopr  : 


Cuckoo  cuckoo 


cuc-koo  cackoo 


cuckoo  cuc-koo 


u 


cnc.koo         cuckoo 


m 


Alto. 


f 


r^ 

cuc-koo 


wr-' 

cnc-koo 


— rr- 
cuckoo 


S 


cuc-koo 


Tenor, 


^^ 


f 


cue .  koo  cuckoo 


cuckoo         cnc-koo 


s^ 


#^ — (•■ 


Ba88. 


w 


cue.  koo  cuckfjo 


cuckoo  cuckoo 


iTyiUI 


J  j.-s.i 


f=^ 


T 


I 


-6 


-S 


f 


-a- 


^ 


o 


i 


r^  r  p-pr  rn^ 


i 


^ 


^ 


?-? 


^ 


J 2 


r   1/    z=z 


.^t — ^ 


i 


Time      in    its  flight  dearest  mem'ry  brings  to  all,  And  the   old     cackoo  clock  still  ticks  that  hangs    up.  on      the  wall. 


h^F 


i 


>^>ij  >;■•;' j^ 


i 


! 


^ — <r 


^ 


w 


0 # 


#      0'  0. 


0^ — 04-0- 


i 


Time      in    its  fligjit  dearest  meuTry  brings  to  all ,  And  the    old     cuckoo  clock  still  ticks  that  hangs    up -on 


the  wall . 


rrp-  pr-  priy  ^^#=f'  rr  ir  "r  r-^r  ' 


w 


-I — ^ 


3=2 


Time      in    its  flight  dearest    mem'ry  brings  to  all ,  And  the    old    cuckoo  clock  still  tidts  that  hangs    up -on     thew^l 


9=1  r  F'  P 


#,  #, 


Ppp-pJ-   i'i'l^J   J'/r  f,  r  J 


r-  P  ^   " 


^^ 


Time      in    its  flight  dearest    mem'ry  brings  to  all ,  And  the    old     cackoo  clock  still  ticks  that  hangs    up -on     the  wall 


jr^^ 


I 


i   ^1  J. 


^ 


r 


-fif- 


^i*^ 


t^ 


TOM^ 


T^ 


"m.     *" 


m 


*: 


^Pl 
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MY  POOR  HEART  IS  SAD  WITH  ITS  DREAMING. 


SONG  AND  CHORUS  AD  LIB. 


Moderato  con  espress. 


£=l^ 


S 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  BRIGHAM  BISHOP. 


^=i* 


:£=£? 


m 


^ 


=t= 


f 


^^^ 


mp 


^  M,4r^ 


ann 


mm 


"N 


^t 


j=#=i: 


1^ 


^ 


s« 


I 


s. 


m 


^ 


-r-^-fr 


^ 


^^^^s 


t 


-^ 


4^=^ 


1.  My      poor    heart  is   sad      with   its     dream-ing, 

2.  My       sad      heart  re-calls      all     the      pleas-ure 


It         brings  back  the     once  hap  -  py 
Of    thoughts  that  were    all,      all   for 


^^ 


i 


i* 


1^    =:  1^       ^ 


■t-^       f 


>       1^ 


9a 


-i — i — j — ^ 


a 


S 


i 


^?^ 


:t^=p: 


-1— •- 


=t^ y^ 


S 


day,    . 
thee,    . 


When   earth        like      a   heav     -     en      was     seem  -  ing, 
When  dream   -   ing       of  you  as      its     treas  -  ure, 


But 
And 


% 


m^ 


m- 


-dr 


mwi 


^ 


3t 
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ad  lib. 


FraE. 


now         it     has  all      pass'd      a   -    way ;    . 
you     seem'd  to  love     none     but       me ; 


They  say      that  young  love  's  like  the 

Tho'  we       meet      not      as  friends,   yet    I  '11 


:tji^ 


#2I3t 


± 


iz— ^ 


> — y  '   ^«- 


But  mine  it  was  s  natch 'd  from  its 
For  your  cherish'd  mem  -  o  -  ry 


flow-er, 
nev  -  er 


That  needs  tender  care     in     its    urn, 
One      un  -   kind   word   to  thee  give. 


I 


BE 


^ 


4=t=r 


*^ 


^^ 


i^i-t-r^rf 


©sfc 


i 


^ 


& 


ritard  ad  lib. 


N— ^- 


I 


-y- 


bow  -  er,    .     . 
ev  -  er,    . 


And   I  nev  -  er        gain'd  one         in         re   -   turn. 

Shall       be  my  sole  joy       while      I  live. 


ri^4» 


-t: s- 


-:=t 


-• — 4 


^J-*»— *t 


♦      ♦      ♦  t^T^       T^      -d 


_      -• •- 

-m      m •- 


v^^-i 


-^ 


i 


I^I 


^ 
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With  Choi-US  ad  lib,  or  sing  twice,  1st  Solo,  then  repeat  with  Chorus. 
Soprano.  . 


s 


^- 


Alto. 
My 
Tenor. 


m-.i', 


&z 


t^ 


-» -#- 


? 


poor 


heart       is     sad  with        its  dream  -  ing,    . 


^ 


i:=t 


^=± 


:f=:^ 


-^-i- 


For        it 


Bass. 


I 


fctrj 


S 


-^ 


^  -• 


V         i     ^ 


gizb: 


^^ 


l-Tk 


s 


^@1 


fc: 


Ei 


-*?—•■ 


iisfe 


brings  back  the    once    hap  -  py       day 


-» ^ f- 


When    earth        like      a  heav    -     en 


fcifaiii 


I 


was 

-P 


S 


— (=- 


■y WL- 


=f^ 


-rr 


^ 


:J2=^: 


■T""—!- 


5^  i  i^i  ^ 


'4 — m m- 

-m — m- 


•^    ■&     ■& 


■^     t^     ■* 


^ 


J 


9iS 


m 


-t- 


5l 


ad  lib. 


/T\ 


^ 


^ 


-i- 


it      has  all     pass'd   a  -   way. 


seem  -  mg, 


miz 


&=?: 


But       now 


--ii=^ 


t^=^- 


V — 7n — ^ 


g^fe^ 


i^^zhi 


^ 


1^^ 


:^ 


=^ 


-(^ 


/TN 


^ 
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^1 
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THE  LITTLE  LOW  HUT  BY  THE  OLD  MILL  STREAM. 


Words  by   BRIDGES    SMITH. 


Music   by    ARTHl'R.L.VNOOD. 

-It/ 


i 


^ 


& 


->>    ^ 


0  '    9 


There's  a 
In  tbat 


i^'j'jTjTiu|[jjiijr 


IDE 


3r^   ', 


^E 


i 


SE 


i 


«i[?/«)        r- 


^ 


-^       # 


r 


^ 


^^^ 


fe 


,rb'! '   5 1 


3 


^ 


pir   p^pi  P^pn^ 


0.  0'»       4.0 


siiii-sliiiiy    ray    on    my    nx'tn'ry's     book,  Cliasing  shades  from  the  pa-ges    as     eacli    time  I  look, 
lit-tle  low  htit    insight     of     the     mill.     Nest     -     ling        so   snugly       at    the     foot      of  the  hill, 


^^^^^^ 


I 


<— « 


nf*pf  f—^^^if:^ 


aan: 


i=4 


in 


AJR-A 


^4 


id    0 


0  0     0 


=F 


P 


3 


'KT 


;^ 


? 


3Z: 


-«^ 


^ 


f^ 


-^ 
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^ 


S 


^^ 


§ 


MJ     J     1^1'  h^ 


ope 'niiig  bright  scenes  in  the        auld       lang      -syne,       AVlien     May       mv        darling       knit     her 

a  -bode    of        peace       Sweet  ha    -    veii         of  r-est,        With       love       iin    -     alloyed      its    liearth 


^3: 


^^^^ 


J       ¥  *  S 


^'f^  '  #j^ 


g 


i 


p 


^ — ^ 


-&- 


^ 


m 


>.  ji  J   rg  I  ^^ 


^ 


* 


life         m         mine, 
stone     was     blest  . 


I 


^^^ 


r^ 


Plight -ing      sweettroth 
Hum  -  ble         it       was 


as 
tho' 


rip    -   pie    and  rill , 
flow  -    er    and  vine, 


^1  j  j   jij 


i—^ 


YiT^ 


-CX 


m 


f 


r 


y  r   [)  p  r   p-^^ 


^ 


h  fi  r 


#  •  # 


^ 


J     ^ 


Gurg   -    ling  from    un    -  der    the    crumbling       old    mill. 
Made         it       a       pa     -  lac--   for       me        and      for    mine. 


^^ 


Murmured     ap      -    prov     -      al      of 
Fil-ling    our  hearts       with  sweet 


^ 


j    '^    J^  ^    j^ 


a 


^ 


R 


^=^ 


-5»       -0-  -9-  ^ 


5      ?    2 


Eir 


g 


i 


I 


^ 


r    r   ^f 


Tt 


^^ 


^ 


^ 


i 


love's        yotnig   dream, 
lijve's        young  dream, 


In       a         lit -tie       low         hut 
In     that     lit -tie       low         hut 


by      an        old     mill       stream, 
by     the       old      mill         stream. 


N   K  V 


S 


-^ 


=^ 


^^ 


i— 4-4 


3?: 


LJ 


J 


s 


' « 


^ 


rr=^ 


r    r    r    r 
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CHORUS, 


r:^ 


m 


k 


*   •  0 


Sop. 


.\l,TO. 


Ten. 


¥- 


0  # — ^- 


0 — 0- 


f 


?=f 


zc 


•     * 


7=f 


0      m 


r 


Ah!      sunshine      and    sha  -  clow,  dark  skies  and  hhie,  Checktr'    ameni-'ry   of    one  lov'd  andtnie,  Who 


I 


Ah'.     sTinshine, 


-» »  V » 9 jr 

sha-dov.-,    darkskies       and  bine,  ChecKer'd    mem-'ry 


of     one        true.Wlio 


17— y 


^^^^^^^^ 


ff  ^  f  ^  Ih  ?^ 


p^P  ^  P^P^ip^r  p7'^ip^r 


3 

ss.rz: 


All',      sunsliine, 


sha-dow,     darkskies      and  bhie,  Clic-ckei'd    mem-'ry  of     one         trne,A\lio 


S 


J"'  ^      j^^^^l  *N  Sn   -j^/H  ^^-N/h   K^  Kn  I  i^iS    n"t^ 


Ha 


? 


P^ 


I 


.^2^ 


i 


^ 


^ 


^ 


j^'^  I' '  bte 


=v^^^=^ 


s ^> 


^ 


W^ 


+H 


r^ 


*-? 


f 


tt 


T 


^ 


j-i^j^i  ^  }^^ 


-0     -9 


h-^ 


S 


^^ 


1T7~>: 


t^ 


!:^ 


^ 


ri'  "7 


^  ^^ 


*-cr^ 


r 


# — 0- 


s    s 


^^ 


y        liimg 


-0—0- 


a 


/Z^. 


1 


^'r    [^iii^'^'i  r  p 


reigned   as    inyhride     in  tliat    beau  -  ti  -  ful  dream,       In    a       little    low  Imt     dy  an        old    mill   stream. 


i: 


±E 


\ 


hhlJ     Nji 


^ 


L, S 


0     0,\      0 0- 


-0 — 0 — » 0 — w 


^^^-0- 


MJ    >■> 


^ 
O 


0,  0\  0    0    ^      '     ^.   ^l#        ^      » 


^^ 


^ 


ps^ 


ffi 


reigiipd  as    my  bride     in  that     beau  -  ti-ftil  dream.       In    a        little    low   hut    by   an        old     mill    stream. 


^yi'j  l>J  >hi  KhJ-  i'i'i 


I 


0   0^      F     «   fi 


rp 


^ 


*^V^ 


^ 


-^ 


^S 


i 


^^^ 


ii 


sTfT  f  J  J 


*         *i — r- 


f  » 


1 


^     *       :?:*5: 


^ 


* — #- 


3: 


-P — &- 


-^ 


^i^^ 


zr 


-9- 


Thp  little  low  but  by  Uip  old  mill  stream,  f! . 
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How   Much  Does  The  Baby  Weigh? 


By  Will  S.Hays. 


Voice. 


Piano. 


^ 


Moderate. 


i 


^E= 


m 


^m 


%i 


&- 


i 


JUk 


O 


r^ 


u 


i 


9-^ 


U 


O 


^ 
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1.  Say,         how      much    does  the     ba  _    _     by       weigh? 

2.  Say,        how       much    does  the    ba  _    _    by       weigh? 
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Hap_  py     and     free, 
Jol  -  ly     and     g-ay. 


^^ 


^^^^^ 
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It    looks  like     me,         It     is      on  _    _     ly      three        months 
It    looks  like     me.      With  its   dim    -    pled      chin,  and  its 
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A  I'     J 


f    r  If 
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old  to        day,        And       hap  -     py         as  can        be. 

eyes  of       gray,       And      bright  _    er       than  the        day. 


li 


^ 


-r  -^ 


:^ 


J 


1=1 


y    w 


IB 


i 


r^ 


^ 


nf 


i 


*■  T 


2j: 


^^E^ 


5-p 


?^ 


^ 


P 


P 


i 


hold  it       close         in         my  em  _  brace,        And         I  can 

See  its        lit  _  _    tie         up  _     turned    nose,        And     watch         it 
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see  its 

play      with   its 
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hands 
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cheek ,  It        smiles 

fair ,  Head 


as         if 
a  _     domed 


it 
with 
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to 
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speak . 
hair  .  .. 
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CHORUS. 


Sopr. 


Alto. 


Tenor. 


Bass. 


Piano. 


<^'u'  r'r  ^'^- 


«- 


Say,    how  much  does  the  ba  _  by   weigh?        Hap.py  and  free ,  It  looks  like  me,      It   is 


!'•     If  J  ^if    ^^ 
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J    J    JIJ     S 


Say,    how  much  does  the   ba  _  by    weig-h?      Hap.py  and  free,  It  looks 


ike  me,       It  is 
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on   _     ly     three  months  old  to  -  day,      And    hap_py       as        can       be. 
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on   _     ly     three   months  old         to  _  day,      And    hap.py       as         can       be. 
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<il^^ 
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Wht-re     the     song  birds  are  hiiig.iiig, 
Gtii_    lly  her  life   passed  a  .   «ay, 
Her      spirit's  flown    to  heaven, 


And     the     «ild    flowers    grow,  The 

She's    laid      now  from     our         sight,  How 

'Midst  an       gtis    bright  and  fair,  \\"hure 


^ 


^~^l^^: 
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*ss=g 
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fe^ 


y 


£ 


^ 


fe 


«=■ 


i  —    vy    vine      is  (Itiig.iiig  Close       by       Ihe     grave    made       low;  Where  su 

sad       to      us     was  that    day  Her       spi  ,    ril       took       its  flight ;  And  she 

jo^'s     for     ev._er  given  To         all       the     dwel .  lers        Uure;  Still 'tis 
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g 


peace   _    _    _  ful  _  _  ly  sleep,  iiig  Lies         our     loved  one     so         dear,  For 

seemed  as       though    not  dead,  But         on  _    _  \y    as       in         sleep,  Ly.ing 

oft       a  si  _  _  lent  tear  Drops  down        aeare-woru      cheek,  F'or 
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whom        we     have     been  weep_iiig 

in  her     loue  _  ly  bed, 

her  who   we've  loved  so        dear, 


Man  _  y       a      bit  _  ter 
Leav-ing   us   here      to 
M'Tiose      grave      we  oft  _  -times 


^ 


m 
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tear  . 
weep . 
seek  • 
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CHORUS. 


SOPRANO. 


ALTO. 


TENOR. 


BASS. 


PIANO. 


cresc. 


m=^-  I  rxjj  •  r'  I  p  r    p  rp^-  p  p  ^ 
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W't!       laid    her     in         thu  inuaduw,  On         earth      she     is  no 
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NNe       laid    her     in         the  meadow.  On         earth       she     i.s  no 


g-l    fi   I  B   p_e^-!    I  J:-j~    J>   I   p'  g 

i  \,  '       '       '  r  cresc. ^ 
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more;         Where  the         trees     reath_iii^        shadow,        At        e\e  seeran  bow iiiR      oVr . 
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more;         'V^herethe        trees      reaeh-ing        shadow,         At        e\e  seems  bow — ing      o'er. 
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GOOD   BYE.  BE  KIND  TO   LITTLE   BESS, 


PIANO. 


MODERATO. 


fa=,: 


^^ 


i 


\t 


jf 
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Words  and  Music  by  J  .W.  WHEELER. 
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1.  The 

2.  Good 


hi 


sun 
-    hye 


he  -  hind     the  west    .  ern 
he      kind    to      lit     .    tie 


hills 
Bess, 


had 
No 
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sank,        When  wand. ring  all       a    ,    lone 
Fa   .      .  thers   arm  can    he       her      shield, 


I  heard 

T^Tiile  hat 


a       soft, sweet  gen. tie 
tling    to    pro  .tect     our 
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And 
He 
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came      from         out 
I  shall        meet 


a  low     .    ]y  cot 

him         onre       a      .     gain 


And       told        me  of         dis 

T^Tiere      dis    .    cord         is  un 
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B3 
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Be 
Be 


tress, 
known , 


heard 
we 


a    Moth  .  er     soft    .  ly 
will  plead    for     lit     .    tie 


say 
Bess 
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^ 


to     lit      .    tie 
the  Heavn   .  ly 


Bess, 
throne , 


I  heard  a     Mo    .   ther 

And  He  who  hears      the 
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^ 


/T\ 


^i  j>.  I J    ^ 


F=ii: 


^^ 


^ 


soft  .     .    ly  say        Good         Bye 

wid   .     -  ow's       prayV       Will         bless 


he       kind     to         lit  .  tie  Bess, 

you      for     your      lov ,  ing  care . 
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CHORUS. 


SOPRANO. 


\l'  Jir  r  r"   ^--n  r  r"   r'f   ^'r"r^'"  ^' 


ALTO. 


TENOR 


BASS. 


) 


It     VTds       a         Mo     -    ther's      dy    -    ing    pray'r         To       save  her   darling  from   dis- 


^ 


^^ 


It     was      a        Mo     .     tier's     dy    -    ing   pray'r         To       save  her  darling  from    dis. 


^^ 
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r 


p 


^ 


•  •  »,  =FF 


^^ 


^^ 


It    was       a        Mo      -    ther's     dy    .    ing   pray'r         To       save  her  darling  from  dis 


')■■»  r  N   J 


m 


2 
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£ 


^ 


S 


It    was 


Mo      .    thers     dy    .    ing  pray't         To       save  her  darling  from  dis. 


tress. 


Oh!      God  she   said,  pro  .tect      my  child,  Good  .bye, 


he  kind  to   little         Bess... 


^  ^ 

^     ,J      ^  i  I;  J  ^-    ^'IJ.    J^J.    j)|J-     ^i;^j)J]J'-l  J  J  II 

tress.  Oh!      God  she    said,  pro .  tect      mv  child. Good _bve  be  kind  to    little         Ress 


^ 


Pf   pFp-      p  J'J'J^f'-l  ^"p  II 


P-. — 0-^ 


f 


tress. 


Oh!      God  she    said,  pro  .  tect       my  child.  Good  .bye,  be  kind  to    little 


g 


Bess. 
=5^ 
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i 
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tress. 


Oh!      God  she   said,  pro. tect       mychild  Good. bye, 
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behind  to    little 
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ess. 
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Always  Keep  A    Smile  For  Mother. 


Moderate . 


^m 


i 


m 
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Composed  by  Charlie    Baker. 
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i 


*  * 


*  t 
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^"  Jwi,  I  J 


^ 


^p 


p  y  I  r 


1 .  Al  _  ways 

2.  Al-  ways 

3.  Al  _  ways 


keep  a  smile  for 
keep  a  smile  for 
keep       a      smile  for 


moth  _    er,        Nev_  er  to 

moth  _   er,      With    a  sweet 

moth  _   er,  It    will        cheer 


m 


her    harsh_ly 
word     or       a 
her     lov  _  ing" 
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speak,, 
kiss  ,.... 
hearti- 


er 

Frowns    or 

When     a 

It     will 


words         in  an  _  g-er 

far  from        her    you 

bring"  a         g-ain     the 


spo    . 
wan   . 
sun    - 


ken, 
der, 
shine 


May    bring" 
She     will 
To      the 


Se^ 


1=^ 
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i 


^^ 
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tears  un  _  to        her      cheek , 

think  of     you      for      this, 

years  that    now      de  _   part , 


P 


^m 


Think      of  all 

Day      by         day 

Youth     and       sum 
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the     kind     de  _ 
as      she     grows 
mer -times'   sweet 
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«J'  J' If      p  I 


vo  _    _   tion  She     has     g-iv  _ 

old  _    _    er,  Joys    for      her 

ros  _    _     es,        They    have     fad    _ 
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en       un  _   to         you , 
g"row   far       and       few, 
ed     from    her         view, 
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^P  /  ^ 


PjEi 
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So  re  _ 
Doift  for. 
Just    to 


^^^ 
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mem  _    ber      when  you       greet     her,      Keep     a 

g-et       when       you    are       neai"        her.     Keep     a 

bring-       them      back    to       cheer        her,     Keep    a 


P 


^ 


P 


r^ 
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^l=» 


smile 
smile 
smile 


ritard. 


for  mother , 
for  mother , 
for    mother , 
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^  p  p  pa_^^^ 


do. 
do. 
do. 
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CHORUS. 
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Sopr. 


Alto. 


Tenor. 
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£ 
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Al  -  ways      keep        a       smile    for        moth,  er,       She     is  all  the   world    to 
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Al_ways       keep       a       smile   for       moth  _  er,      She      is  all  the    world    to 
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Bass. 
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Piano. S 
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i 
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$i^rr  ^'^i'l^  J  r  ^n  ^  ^' 


ritard. 


P 


you,       There  can     nev_  er       be    an  _   oth  _  er    Heart  so       lov 


^ 


ing-     and     so         true. 
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ritard. 


in  I  P> 
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r"'^  p  pi  r  r  r  pi  ^  r  :>  :'\r  ^'  p  pi  r^ 


you.       There  can      nev_  er      be     an  _    oth.er    Heart  so       lov  _ 


W'  J  J    ji  i' 


ing    and    so        true . 
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ritard. 


m 


m 


m^ 


m 


u 


ritard. 


m 


-9 9- 


^ 


I 


o 
^ 


5802  4-3 


139 


ANGELS   GUARD  MY  LITTLE  ONE. 


Song  and  Chorus. 


Andante. 


Words  and  Music  by  Will  S-Hays. 


1.  Come,        my    lit_  tie     darling",      come, 

2.  Come  my    dearest    darling-,      come! 

3.  Sleep,         my    lit.tle     an.g-el,       sleep, 


Lis  _    _     ten  what    I     have   to 
Close         your   lov_  ing"  eyes    in 
On  your  pilflow   soft   and 


P 


3#w  3   y 


sf; 


^ 


*to. 


^ 


m^ 


say, 
sleep , 
white, 


^i 


Kneel  be  _   side    your     lit  _   tie  bed, 

For  I      would   not     for      the  world,. 

Ere  I      close    my      wea  _   ry  eyes,.... 


I 


^i 


■r     z:     w 


^^ 


%o. 


4^      *Sea. 


wr 
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cresc.  e  rail. 


h^-^n^ 
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#i 


^m 


~^=^ 


^^ 


I  will  teach  you  how  to        pray. 

Let  you    see    your  mother       weep; 

Let  me    kiss  you  sweet''g:ood  nig-ht'.' 


:  jjijijj 


Clasp 
Weep 
Now 


your    ti  _  ny     hands  like 
for  him     IVe     loved   and 

I  kneel    and   pray    to 


«— -• 


V 


ttt      t   t  t 


cresc.  e  rail 


,^^ 


I 


e^^ 


'Jto. 


* 


^ 


*: 


f-  P      P        P       P      ^ 


=^=^ 


mme ,. 
lost ,.. 
God;  - 


Lift  your  eyes     as       I     have  done, 

He,         whose  race    of     life     is       run, 
Ere  my    hum.ble    prayer  is     done. 


r> 


Ei 


fe? 


^^ 


^ 


For  tojiig'ht  my  prayr  shall  be-. 

God      look  down  in  love  on     me! 
He        will  hear  my  heart's  ap- peal  _ 


^ 


Ang-els  gTiard  my  lit _  tie  one! 
Ang'els  g"uard  my  lit  _  tie  one ! 
Ang-els  gTiard   my    lit  _  tie      one  ! 
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CHORUS. 


4^.  p  p  r  ^  pi^p-^   1^-  p  p  r  p  ^ 

An  _  e-els  ruard  mv  lit  _tle      one .  Prom      tie  cra_dle    to   th« 


Sopr. 


Alto. 


Tenor. 


Bass. 


Prom      tlie  cra_dle    to   the  grave , 
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An  _  g-els  gTiard  my  lit_tle       one, 


From     the  cra_dle    to     the  grave; 
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Place        it    in   your  ten_der      care, 


fe 


For        it     has      a  soul    to       save. 
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Place       it     in  yonr  ten.der     care. 
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For        it     has     a  soul  to      save, 
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OLD    TRIED    FRIENDS    ARE    ALWAYS    BEST  . 


Song  and  Chorus. 


J.W.  WTieeler. 
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m 


^ 


^ 


thro'  life  you're 
the  friend  whose 
the  stonns    of 


l.When 
2,  Trust 
3.When 


glid 

course 

life 


ing  smooth  -  ly,  Then 

will  guide      j-ou,  Safe 

o'er,  take      you,  And 


your  friends  alw 

ly    through  temp 
per.  chance    your 
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^fe 


^ 


li^i  'Hi 


r^ 
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-« 
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■^ 


^±s 


^ 


■v- 


J  r  I  r  P'  r  ^'^ 


s 


num  -  bered  by     the  score  . 
ta  -  tion's  dark,  est  stonn  . 
bark     is     all     a .  float . 


Thorns       wiU  nev  -  er 
Ocr         life's  break. ers 
Wth  its     an   .  chor 


clus-ter  Yound  life's  path  -  -way, 
safe.ly  he  will  lead  you, 
par.  ted  from  the     ca      -     ble, 
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Sun 

Where 

While 


shine 

your 

you're 


seems 
fait 
Strug 


to  cheer 

ring  foot 

^ng  for 


each    hour . 
steps     roam . 
a       port. 
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With 

Think 

It 
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* 


^ 


a      cor-dial  word,    a      friendJy     hand  will    greet  you,      As 
oh  think    of     snch    a     faith-fuJ   fi-iend  de      sert     ing,    Hon 
is    then  you     trj^    in    -vain    to   seek      as  -   sis .  taiice,    Then 


i    i    I     ^** 


a     lov  .  ing  wel .  come 
or  such     a     love  the 
you  leaiii  the     bit  -  ter 
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guest, 
rest, 
test , 


But 
Con 
Some 


let  tri  -  als  once  as  .  sail 
siencethen  will  frank. ly  tell 
kind  hand  comes  to      the     res 


you, 
cue , 


^g^^'iiH^fli 


It        is 

Its      the 

Then    you'll 
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tr 


then 

old 

own 


tried  friends  are  al- ways  best, 
tried  friend  fhats  al-ways  best, 
tried  friends  are    al-ways  best. 


But  let    tri  .  als      once    as 

Con     -     sience  then  will  fiank  -  ly 
Some       kind  hand  comes  to      the 
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sail 
tell 
res 


yon, 
you. 
cue. 


Old   tried     friends      are        al 

It's    the         old  tried      friends 

Then  you'll      old  tiled       friends 


ways  best . 
that?*  best . 
are        best . 
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CHORUS, 
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Trust  the  frieiid  wto  s'uides  you  right- ly,  Take  his  word  a-bove  the   rest,  For  he'll  prore true,  For 
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Trust  the  friend  who  guides  yon  right- ly,  Take  his  A^ord  a-bove  the  rest, 
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For 
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^ 


Trust  the  friend  who  guides  you  right- ly,  Take  his  word  above  the   rest, 
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For 
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Trust  the  friend  who  g^uides  you  right-ly,  Take  his  word  a-bove  the  rest, 
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he'll    prove  true  when    oth.ers    all         die-sert    you.     Old   tried    friends      are      al 
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ways  best 
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he'll  prove  true  when   oth .  ers    all         de  -  sert   you .    Old   tried     friends     are 


al    -    -ways  best. 
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he'll   prove  true  Avien  oth. ers    all         de.sert   you.    Old    tried    friends    are      al    .    ways  best 
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he'll    prove  true  when  oth. ers    all         de  -  sert  you.      Old  tried    friends    are      al    -    wapbest, 


t 


s 


T 


i^2=^ 


f^ 


i^ 


-s- 


^ 


? 


«r 


•      • 


50955.3. 


BOSTON  PUBLIC  LIBRARY 

3  9999  05501  014  2 


